PREFACE.
Classicists and the Eomanticists was about to be decided
in favor of the latter. Tragedy was at its last gasp; the
theatre, so long the admired and envied model of all
Europe, was tottering to its foundations under the load
of debt which the indifference and neglect of a fickle
public had allowed to accumulate upon it. The few
actors of any talent who still lingered about the forsaken
temple vainly sought to resist the torrent that bore them
into the ranks of the exultant Eomanticists; compelled
to worship the false gods, they reluctantly apostatized
from the creed of which they had once been the worthy
champiorfe. ISTor should the impartial chronicler too
hastily condemn these recreants; the performance of
tragedies had become impossible from the lack of com-
petent tragic actresses; the debutantes half converted to
the new dogmas were no longer animated by the sacred
fire; no extent of good-will could compensate the want
of genius, of talent, of spirit; each new candidate for the
scenic palm was the exact counterpart of her predecessor,
reproducing before a wearied and disgusted public the
same faulty style, the same ranting, whining, monoto-
nous declamation; name succeeded name, and, passing
unnoticed before a Parisian audience, sank, one after the
other, into the same Lethean obscurity, the provinces
entombing each at the close of her short and epitaphless
career.
Alas! the abomination of desolation had fallen on the
sanctuary. Imperious, despotic Eornanticism had pro-
nounced its guos ego, and the master-pieces of the French
stage awaited in dust and forgetfulness an improbable
resurrection. The announcement of " Cinna," " Andro-
maque," and "Merope" sufficed to transform the once-
crowded house into a desert, and exhausted instead of
replenishing the treasury.
"With ^Tahna,* with Mademoiselle Duchesnois, true
'Frenchr&agedy had ended, "We do not speak of Mad-
emoiselle Georges, for she had forsaken her ethereal

